42                              TRAVEL
long in making his appearance. On his arrival, I
asked if anyone had passed him on the road, but
he replied that he had seen nothing. The night,
or rather the morning, was still very dark, though
a small corner of the moon was occasionally vis*
ible. On our inquiring the way to the tfate, the
Miguelet directed us down a street to the left
which we followed. The street was steep, we
could see no gate, and our progress was soon
stopped by houses and wall We knocked at the
gates of two or three of these houses,  (in the
upper stories of which lights were burning), for
the purpose of being set right, but we were cither
disregarded or not heard. A horrid squalling of
cats, from the tops of the houses and dark corners,
saluted our ears, and I thought of the night ar-
rival of Don Quixote and his squire at Toboso,
and their vain search amongst the deserted streets
for the palace of Dultinea* At length we saw light
and heard voices in a cottage at the other side of
a kind of ditch. Leading the horses over, we
called at the door, which was opened by an aged
man, who appeared by his dress to be a baker, tut
indeed he proved, which accounted for his being
up at so late an hour. On begging him to show
us the way into the town, he ltd us up a very
narrow alley at the end of his cottage, saying
that he would likewise conduct us to the posada.
The alley led directly to what appeared to be
the market-place, at a corner house of which our